7 he Hi Story of King Lear, 

Cor. Very well. 

Z>*£J.Pleafe you draw neerc : louder the muficke there. 
Car. O my deere father, 

Rcftoration hang thy medicine on my lippes, 

And let this kitte repaire thofe violent harmes 
That my two fitters haue in thy reuctence made, 

Kent. Kinde and deere PriiKcffe. 

Car. Had you not bin their father, thefe white flakes 
Had challeng’d pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be expofd againft the warring windes. 

To ftand againft the deepe dread bolted thunder. 

In the moft terrible and nimble ftroke 
Ofquicke crofle lightning,to watch poore Per du f 
"With this thin helme ? Mine injurious dogge, 

Though he had bit me, ihould haue ftood that night 
Againft my fire, and waft thou faine (poore father) 

To houill thee with fwine and rogues forlorncj 
Jn (hort and mufty ftraw ?• Alack, alacke, ; , 

Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once. 

Had not concluded all. He wakes.fpeaketohim. 

Dott, Madam do you, tis fitteft; 

C.How does my.toyal lordfhow fares your maiefty 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out a’th gtaue. 
Thou art a fouie in blil&v but I am bound 
Vpon a wheeleoffire, that mine owne ceares 
Do feald like molten Lead. 

Cor.Sir, know,ye me ? 

Lear, Y’are a fpirit I know, when did you dyer 
C«\Still,ftill,farre wide. • 

TAtli. He’s fcarfe awake,lct him alone awhile. ! 

Lea. Where haue I bin? where aml?faire day light! 

1 am mightily abufd ; I (hould ene dye with pity 
To fee another thus. ! know not what to fay : 

1 will notfweare thefe are my hands, let’s fee, 

I feelc this pin prickc, would I were alfur’d of my con- 
Cer.O lookevpon me fir, (dition,. 

And hold your hands in benedi&ion ore me. 


The Bitter} o) King Lear . 

No i«, you muft not knecle, 

Lear . Pray do not mocke me : 

I am a very foolilh fond olde man, 

Fourcfcore and vpward, and to deale plainly, 

1 fearc I am not perfeft in my minde. 

Me thinkes 1 (hould know you, and know this man, 

Yet I am doubtfull : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is, and all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefe garments: nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do no laugh at me, 

For (as I am a man) I thinke this Lady 
To be my childc Cordelia. 

Cor. And fo 1 am. 

Lear. Be your teares wet ? Yes faith : I pray weepe not, 
if you haue poifon for me I will drinke it : 

I know you do not loue me, for y onr fitters 
Haue (as I do remember)done me wrong. 

You haue fome caufe,they haue not. 

Cor. No caufe.no caufe. 

Lear. Am I 'm France? 

Kent. In your ownekingdome fir. 

Lear. Do not abufc me. 

DoB. Be comforted good Madame, the great rage you fee i* 
cured in him, and yet it is danger to make him euen ore the time 
hee has loft ; defire him to goc in, trouble him no more till fur- 
ther fetling. 

Cor. Wilt pleafe your Highncffc walke ? 

Lear. You muft beare with me : 

Pray now forget and forgiuc, 

1 am olde and foolilh. Exeunt, 

Manet Kent and (gentleman* 

G/n. Holds it true fir that the Dukeof Cornwall was fo flaine f 

Kent.MoCt certainc fir. 

Cent.Who is condu&or of his people? 

Kent. As tis faid,the baftard fonne of Glofter* 

Cent. They fay Edgar his banifht fonne, is with the Earle of 

X a* Kent 
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